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might see one at that moment. He stopped and pushed open
an unpromising-looking gate in a high wall, and we entered
an untidy yard from which a flight of steps led to several Arab
houses. An old woman was grinding corn at the bottom of
the steps and another was crouched in the dust, picking over
a mass of wilted-looking lettuce leaves.

Other women, some of them young girls, were sitting cross-
legged on the balcony of one of the houses, and numerous
infants playing about the stairs took to flight as soon as they
saw us. A Coptic nunnery is more like an almshouse than
our idea of a convent. The inmates are women whose
husbands have died or who have no means of supporting
themselves. They receive permission from the Patriarch to
enter a nunnery, where their life seems singularly free from
spiritual strain. They take no veil and make no vows, and
are allowed to visit their friends. Some even leave the
convent and marry.

A tall, dark woman in a black Arab dress descended the
steps and nervously inquired who we were. She was the
Mother Superior.

She led the way to the houses where the nuns live. There are
about eighteen in the nunnery at present. She opened the
door of a room which is kept for the reception of guests. A
divan ran round the walls, piled with pillows for the guest to
lean on. The walls were decorated with ikons of various
saints. I noticed St. Paul the anchorite, with a beard that
touched his knees.

The infants began to play again, and down in the narrow lane
outside the quiet, furtive life of Old Cairo went on its way. I
told her how interested I was in the traditions of the Coptic
Church, and so the ice was broken; for these people are
pathetically grateful if a fellow Christian visits them and asks
to see their churches.

" We pray in the morning," said the Mother Superior in
reply to a question of mine, " and then we busy ourselves with
our household work. Once a week the priest comes for the
Korban."

A young nun entered with the little cups of coffee which form
a preliminary to everything in the East. Each time I sipped
my coffee I bowed and offered salaams to the Mother Superior;